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Incidentally, Adrian Smith is sometimes known as Adrian or Ade and sometimes as H; no one really knows why, 

but | suspect it's a nickname from school. Anyway, the names Adrian, Ade and H are used interchangeably. Oh, 
and Steve Harris is known both as Steve and Harry, or Arry; clear? Good. (Hey, | couldn't have made that up if 
| tried) The Ross referred to is, of course, Ross Halfin. Very talented man. 


For Lia. ;) 


Blind Desire 


Adrian slammed the door of his hotel room and leaned on it with a sigh, trying to still the sick shaking in his 
guts. He shut his eyes and cursed under his breath, trying to remember every dirty word he'd ever come 
across in as many languages as possible; it took a while. What with him having been to dodgy clubs in as many 


countries as he had. For appearances sake, dontcherknow. 
What a day. 


Breathing deeply, he managed to get his swirling emotions and desperate chattering thoughts under control, 
maybe the guys hadn't noticed. He was sure they hadn't noticed. He'd been careful, controlled; maybe there'd 
been nothing to notice? Nothing at all, not a thing, no-one had noticed because there hadn't been a thing to 


notice all day long. 
Fat chance. He needed a beer. 


Opening his eyes, he shoved himself off from the door and wandered across the room, retrieving a beer from 
the minibar fridge on the way and finally stopping to stare out of the window, scanning the horizon without 
really seeing anything. He felt lost, alone; even if they had noticed he wasn't going to be able to explain it. A 
solitary thing, it was, and they simply..wouldn't understand. 


The photoshoot. Fuck.. 


It had been Harry's idea. | know, he'd said, since its for the Two Minutes To Midnight single, let's be lined up 
for a firing squad. 


How do you figure that one out? Rod had asked, a light in his eye. Ross had leaned on the wall, face amused, 
while his assistant had taken advantage of the hiatus from his boss’ sarcasm to squirrel busily through 
equipment and find snack food for The Great Man. Ross enjoyed nothing better than watching Rod and Harry 
spar; if it degenerated into an argument and he was around you might as well give it up for the damn day, 
because he'd needle the pair of them until they were screaming at each other. Then they'd all make up and be 
friends again and get horribly drunk, a day's work lost. The only time Harry didn't screech about losing time; H 
had his suspicions about Ross and Steve - and maybe even Rod, revolting as that seemed - but as ever kept 
them to himself. No names no pack drill, right? 


H bared his teeth at the view, and took another long swallow of his beer. 


Because it's about Armageddon, innit? Harry had said. 

Eh? Everyone else had said. 

The end of everything. End of life, yeah. So what's another image that really really describes waiting to die? 
Ohhhh, Rod had said, getting the idea immediately. 


So that had been it. Blindfolds, last fag for the condemned men as a nice little extra visual touch - for all that 
he'd been too nervous to have one. They hadn't actually had their wrists tied behind them, although Ross had 
suggested it to add.what was the bloody word..verisimiltude to the experience. Harry had said no. Thank fuck 
Although it probably had more to do with not trusting Ross than the worried expression on his guitarist's 


face. 
H had been sweating at that point, and it had absolutely nothing to do with the heat. 


Because if he crossed his wrists behind him he could feel the rope. Didn't have to be there. He was all too 
familiar with the rough sensation of scratchy sisal against his skin, add the blindfold and remove the shirt and 


Well. He normally had to pay for it. Pay quite a bit, actually; and it wasn't easy to find someone who could 
dominate him as completely and physically as he wanted and not leave any marks for Harry to ask about in 


the shower after a gig, nosy git that he was. 


Boring things. He'd tried really, really hard to think of boring things, spread his legs so the fold of his jeans 
would hide the fact that his cock was pulsing with excitement at the thought of being trussed and ready, 
schooled his features to a grim acceptance. He hadn't, of course, been able to do anything about his bloody 
nipples, though, a light breeze had caressed them as they stood in a line, warm like the breath of a master 
inspecting a slave..and his body had reacted. Damn it! 


Maybe no-one had noticed. 

A knock on the door made him jump. Despite his initial urge to ignore it he made his way slowly across the 
room to let whoever it was in, most of the guys would simply hammer and scream until he opened it anyway, 
and then of course would spend the next three weeks trying to find out why he wouldn't come out and play. 
Unless it was Harry, who would simply trot down to reception and get the bloody pass key. Fucking control 
freak. 


That made him snort. Control freak yes; his sort of control freak? 


Er..no. 


"You look happy," said Bruce, when he opened the door. H just shook his head, turned away, lit another 


cigarette; as expected, Bruce followed him in - and then dumped a small holdall on the table with a faint clink. 
"Yeah, well. Beer?" 

"Yeah. Fridge?" 

H waved his own bottle in a gesture of agreement, returning to his previous position against the window. He 
peered at the bag Bruce had brought in and smoked nervously while his friend collected the cold bottle from 
the little fridge under the counter. 

"What's in there?" 

Bruce flung himself down in an armchair and grinned. 

Uh oh. 

"Was watching you today." 

Oh fuck 

"And listening too." 

Play it cool, H. "Oh yeah? What's in the bag, Bruce?" 

"You got awfully nervous when Harry suggested the bondage thing," 

He couldn't help it. As soon as Bruce used the b-word he flinched; no point trying to hide it, just stare out the 
fucking window, smoke the fag to the butt and hope Bruce gets bored quickly. Don't react. Well, no more than 


you already have, of course... 


"Yeah. And something happened when we all had the blindfolds on, because | heard Ross sniggering, and Ross 
only sniggers like that when he thinks he's got something he can use - personally, rather than professionally.” 


Adrian snorted, still glaring at the view. "You're full of shit, Bruce." 
"Am |. Am |." 


Oh, that supercilious tone of voice. Adrian turned and glared directly at his tormentor, expelling a long stream 


of bluish smoke through his nose. "Yeah mate, you are. What the fuck are you saying, anyhow?" 


Bruce jumped to his feet and had crossed the space between them in two long strides before plucking Adrian's 
beer bottle out of his hands and throwing it casually over his shoulder, then taking the cigarette and crushing 


it under his boot to leave a blackened hole in the hotel carpet. He stepped even closer then, backing H up 
against the window until he had to cock his head up slightly to stare straight into Adrian's eyes. 


Cock. Don't think about that word or - fuck Too late. 


To his absolute horror, Bruce placed the palm of his hand over his crotch, pressed slightly and grinned when 
Adrian took a sharp inhaled breath through his nose and held it, eyebrows shooting north and trying to press 
himself through the wall. 


"You see," continued Bruce smoothly, "I've got a bit of an advantage over you. My hair is long enough to hide 


the fact that | was getting a bit excited That and the fact I've got more hair on my chest, of course." 
Adrian couldn't breathe. "Dunno what you mean" 


"Yes you do." His hand pressed and turned, applying more pressure until there was a twinge of pain, Adrian 
shut his eyes and bit his lip, struggling to keep his breathing even. Fuck 


"Because | asked Ross. And Ross owes me a favour or two - don't move. Did | say you could move?" 


He used the hand on H's erection to shove him back against the wall as he tried to twist away. Blue eyes 
opened wide in shock; the stab of pain was spreading warmth through his whole body from his groin, and he 
knew that Bruce knew and from the look in his eyes Bruce knew that he knew and - 


Oh God. 


"That's better. You're getting the idea now, aren't you? Anyway, as | was saying, Ross noticed the - how shall | 
put this? - nipple action at your end of the line. Couldn't help yourself, could you? Mind you, neither could l.. 


but black jeans and long hair come in damn handy at times. So Ross never noticed a damn thing on me." 


Adrian's breath was coming faster, but it wasn't just fear now; excitement, astonishment, anticipation, desire - 
a heady mix. Was this for real? Or was Bruce just messing with his head, about to leave the room with a 
laugh and tell Harry everything over a beer? Or maybe Ross was about to bust his way into the room with a 


savage quip and an ever-ready lens... 


"Yes," he breathed, and yelped when Bruce pinched his testicles through his jeans, a sudden savage movement 
and flick of the wrist to extract maximum agony from such a quick gesture. He fell to his knees, whimpering 
slightly; Bruce shoved his knee into his shoulder, pinning him back against the wall 


'| didn't say you could speak. Now, you just stay there for a moment..." 
Adrian kept his head down, controlling his breathing and hoping like fuck that Bruce couldn't see his grin 


through the concealing curtain of his hair. Oh, the nights he'd dreamed of this! And from the sounds of it 
Bruce was double locking the door and making some calls..yeah, that was Harry. Making sure that he knew they 


were busy and not to be disturbed until the morning. Man, he thought of everything, just as H had dreamed 
that he would. 


Footsteps across the carpet, and for the first time H noticed Bruce's footwear; not the comfortable trainers 
or baseball boots that he wore casually and on stage, oh no. These were shiny black leather boots, hard and 
gleaming with implied viciousness. Hard leather sole, hard heel, polished until he could see his own distorted 
reflection in the toe. Zips up the inside, curb chain around the heel to make that slight jingling noise when he 
moved..ah yes, and the ever present black jeans had been replaced with black leather trousers. Fuck, he must 
have been really wound up when Bruce arrived not to have noticed that, smooth, shining, skintight leather 
rolling down those muscular thighs and vanishing into the tops of those beautiful boots. 


Heaven, 


"Now," said Bruce gently, from somewhere above him, "you asked what was in the bag. Well. Just a few items.. 
a very few that | like to carry around with me. Wrists.” 


This was more like it. Sweating, trembling with that delicious mix of fear and anticipation H let go of the sick 
ache between his legs - and oh god, he felt like coming just from that - and slowly lifted his hands, turning 


them over and offering them to his master, palms up and fingers relaxed. Bruce let out a long sigh. 
"Good. Good...” 


With a move displaying all the finesse of long practice Bruce snapped a pair of elegant stainless steel bracelets 
around H's wrists; no common handcuffs these, but half inch wide bands of polished steel so finely made that 
once fastened the join was practically invisible. H tilted them slightly, admiring the way the light flashed from 

them; he also noted the rings attached to them and wondered happily about the advantage of chain over rope, 


and which was Bruce's preference. 


Chains, apparently; H didn't know when Bruce had become so astute to his fantasies but the chain he slipped 
through the rings and pulled tight gleamed as wickedly as the bracelets, jangling savagely even as his hands 
were yanked up to the level of Bruce's crotch. H kept his eyes down, hiding behind his hair and fighting down a 
self satisfied smile. Ah, if only he'd known earlier - all that time wasted paying for it, sneaking around on their 


off days and all he had to do was kneel before Bruce. 
"Look at me." 


H decided to play this for all it was worth. He tilted his head slightly, hair sliding to one side of his face and 
shooting a quick glance up at Bruce from behind his lashes, a quick flash of blue before dropping his gaze 
timidly once more. Bruce hissed, and H could feel the heat inside those leather jeans crank up a notch even as 
his own abused and straining cock twitched hard. 


"Bitch...you know what you're doing, don't you?" 


H grinned behind his hair. Now to see if Bruce was as bold as he hoped. 


He was. A hard knee in his side sent him sprawling, and he was suddenly scrambling on his knees as Bruce 
walked around the room, yanking his hands out from under him, keeping him off balance and talking to him 
quietly all the while. Not screaming or yelling, because that was unnecessary; just telling him firmly what would 
be. H was rolling and stumbling, scraping his knees and bruising his elbows, hissing between his teeth with the 
exquisite pain of it and revelling in his helplessness. 


Bruce finally kicked him over onto his stomach, looping the chain through his legs and pulling it tight, H grunted, 
hands on one hip where he'd fallen, the chain dragged tightly across his testicles, every link nipping portions of 
his skin between layers of denim and the other links. It was..torture. 


One of the boots jammed over his arse and H groaned, arching his back and rubbing his forehead against the 


carpet. Jesus, he was going to come very, very soon.. 


Obviously keeping the tension on the chain with one hand Bruce leaned closer to him, some other jangling piece 


of apparatus in the other hand. 
"Lift your head up." 


H did so, arching his neck as far as he could and was rewarded with the feeling of a collar snapping around his 
throat. It felt similar to the ones around his wrists, and he could only hope that it was as beautiful, it always 
seemed a shame to be abused with ugly equipment. Suddenly the tension was gone, the chain whipping sharp 
across his flesh as Bruce yanked it free, the boot removed and from the noises over him Bruce had walked 


away. 


H lay still, suddenly bereft and frightened. Had he done something wrong? Was this where the others came 


streaming into the room to witness his humiliation? 


He tried to keep his breathing to a minimum, not moving so much as a muscle while he waited for further 


words from his master. Fuck! What was wrong? 
"Adrian," said a voice softly from the bedroom. H didn't move. 
"Get up, Adrian. Look at me." 


Rolling carefully to his knees and folding his hands neatly in his lap H finally lifted his gaze to that of his 
master. Bruce was leaning on the doorframe of the bedroom, with a small smile on his face; shirtless, sweat 
gleamed on his neck and shoulders and the dark hair of his chest shaded across the toned stomach, trailing 
wickedly down to the low waistband of the leather jeans and pointing the way to the very obvious bulge in the 


crotch. 


H swallowed, then licked his suddenly dry lips in anticipation. In one hand Bruce held the length of chain, and in 


the other..a black, silken blindfold. 
"Come here," Bruce said softly. 


H got to his feet, mesmerised; Bruce's gaze held him fast, drawing him in until he was close enough to smell 
the sweat, feel the body heat. His master smiled, lifted a hand to stroke his cheek gently, H hooded his eyes, 


leaned into the contact. Bruce stroked for a few moments, then asked: 
"Do you trust me?" 
Adrian smiled. 


Bruce nodded in satisfaction, lifted his hands and carefully fixed the blindfold across H's eyes, tugging on the 


knot to be sure it wasn't going to slip. 
"Hands behind your back" 


H complied, and heard the snap of a fastener, probably the sort of thing you got on the end of a dog lead, the 
chain was looped swiftly between his legs then pulled up, up across his body to be slipped through the ring at 
the front of the collar. He trembled again with anticipation, sight removed, all his other senses were sharpened 
to the point of agony. He swore he could feel the bite of each link into his flesh, despite the smothering layer 

of clothing. Bruce was half naked - what about him? 


As if reading his mind, Bruce spoke again - from so close to his ear that he had to fight the urge to flinch. 


"Maybe, if you're very very good, I'll let you undress. But that all depends on how you perform..'ve got a little 
test for you now. Don't fail me, will you? Because if you do," the voice teased, arrogant tones crushing any 


latent desire to resist, "things could go very, very badly wrong. Understand?" 


And lips brushed against his own, a tongue lapped across them and vanished; he could hear his master chuckle 
and almost forgot to breathe, so sharp was the desire that washed through his system at that brief, erotic 

contact. The chain jerked, yanking a whimper from him; he fell to his knees at Bruce's sharp order and waited, 
straining his ears for any clue as to what was going to happen next. A test? Gods, but he hoped he passed it.. 
he was going to make a mess in his jeans before long if Bruce didn't let up on him soon. 


He figured out what the test was to be when he heard the unmistakeable sound of a metal button slipping 
through several layers of shiny black hide; the click-click-click of a zipper being eased low made him lick his 


lips in expectation. 


"You know what to do," murmured Bruce, and groaned aloud as H leaned forward eagerly and drew him into his 
mouth, sucking hard before settling down to a rhythm, bobbing his head and flexing his tongue, using his lips to 
roll Bruce's foreskin back and forth, poking his tongue everywhere he could think of before taking the 


trembling, deliciously leaking cock to the back of his throat once more. 


"Jesus!" yelped Bruce from above him, and H heard a thump as his back hit the wall. He adjusted his position 
to keep with his movement, and never let up for a moment; in seconds Bruce had his hands fisted in his hair, 
chain forgotten, and was fucking his mouth for all he was worth. Urged on by the cries from above H plunged 
his mouth up and down, drawing all he could until he was rewarded with a shudder from Bruce's cock and a 
sweet rush of salty sweetness onto his tongue, flooding his mouth and escaping to drip from the corners of 


his lips. 


The chain hung slack where Bruce had dropped it, and H took advantage of this fact to wriggle his hands loose; 
the clip was attached to one shackle and the chain looped through the other, so he was able to slide one hand 
in front of him without actually getting free. 


He swallowed hard, licking his master clean as gently as he could; Bruce withdrew his cock and H sat back on 
his heels, wiping the dribbles of cum from his mouth with one hand and then licking his fingers clean. He 
listened hard to Bruce's hoarse panting and smiled, a little smugly, before settling his hands behind him once 


more. 


"Jesus," muttered Bruce again, vocabulary apparently shrunk drastically from the experience, "you've done that 


before a time or two, right? You can answer that one, by the way." 
H simply inclined his head, smirk widening briefly to a grin. Oh yeah, just a time or two boss. 


He shuffled his knees, easing his weight around; his hardon was becoming positively agonising. Bruce noticed, 
laughed softly; the chain was withdrawn again and the clip reapplied to the ring on the collar. 


"Stand up." 


He did so, and was led to the bedroom - from the sound of it, he still couldn't see a bloody thing - and heard 
the blessed, blessed order he'd been mentally praying for: 


"Strip - slowly. | want to see you." 
Oh God, yes. 


Adrian slowly undressed, feeling the slip of cloth across every single nerve ending like fire across his skin If 


Bruce touched him now - 


He really did know his stuff. He stood back and waited until the urge to come had withdrawn - a little - then 
moved swiftly in and slipped something around the base of his cock, something tight and rubber, from the feel 
of it. Cock ring. Bang went any chance of his coming until Bruce said so, and despite the discomfort rapidly 
ratcheting up to become pain H grinned. This was..incredible, and his brain could hardly handle the great bolts 


of electricity flashing around it as he tried to process all the inputs coming from his nerves. 


The collar was slipped around so that the ring was at the back and the chain slipped down to bind his hands 
behind his back. Oh yes.. 


A swift movement and the chain looped around his waist, biting the skin and adding a freezing note to the heat 
that he could feel radiating from Bruce's skin. Another twist, and a loop dropped over his cock; he cried out, 
and received a hard shove in the centre of the back that sent him spinning off balance. Trying to lift his hands 
to protect his face he succeeded only in yanking the chain around waist and cock, jerking the collar to bite at 
the soft skin of his neck and scraping at that most sensitive skin. He fell, as he might have guessed if he'd 
been thinking clearly, onto the bed; lying still for a moment, getting his breath back he nevertheless managed 
to just tilt his hips enough to move the chain against his cock, grinding it against the edge of the bed 


Fuck 
Bruce chuckled, a little breathlessly. "Beautiful. Wriggle up a bit more." 


In a flash H was stretched out, face down and legs spread, feeling the chain bite as Bruce pulled it ever 
tighter; he climbed on the bed behind him and Adrian had to stifle a groan into the pillow as he felt the brush 
of skin on skin. His master had clearly taken the time to disrobe, and were it not for the damned cock ring he'd 


be lying in a puddle of his own cum right now. 
Bruce jerked the chain again and leaned in to nip at H's neck 


"You have absolutely no fucking idea," he growled breathily into H's ear, "just how long I've wanted to do this to 
you. Watching you shake your stuff on stage, wiggling that bloody arse at me. All | could do not to grab you 


and screw you right there." 
Adrian buried his face in the pillow and bit it in frustration. Fuck, but Bruce liked to talk! 


More small movements, sounds of objects being moved and - of course - a few more jerks on the chain for 
good measure. H arched as Bruce pushed his legs a little further apart and roughly splashed a copious quantity 
of lube across his arse; moaned between his teeth as fingers roughly inserted and prepared and finally yelled 


aloud when he felt Bruce's fat, hard cock finally probe and thrust within him. 


Pain and pleasure; the chain ground its steel teeth into him, the cock ring constricted and Bruce's weight on his 
bound hands cramped his arms. He couldn't move, couldn't breathe, couldn't see; at the mercy of his master 
he could die like this, and there wasn't a damn thing he could do about it. He moaned and cried out, begged and 
pleaded and all Bruce did was fuck him harder, faster. 


A hand slithered beneath him, released the ring, jerked roughly on his cock and squeezed his balls hard, firing 
agony across his pelvis; he felt hips slam into him, shoving him into the bed and filling him with heat as his 


master came in him. 


Adrian screamed as he came hard, jerking helplessly, and collapsed. 


The chain was removed swiftly, giving a last pinch-and-drag as it was stripped from his body, his arms 
flopped onto the bed but H didn't even have the energy to sigh. Bruce touched the back of his head to remove 
the blindfold and dim light flooded in, making him flick his eyes almost closed to protect against it. 


The invading cock withdrew, pulling a whimper of protest from him; it was forgotten a moment later as Bruce 


pulled him into his arms, cradled him and kissed him and spoke soft words of adoration into his ear. 


"You alright, Ade?" asked Bruce eventually, gently smoothing H's sweat soaked hair back from his eyes and 
watching his expression carefully. 


"Fucking..fucking fantastic, mate," grinned H in reply, still breathing hard as he recovered. Bruce snorted and 
held him close; they lay and listened to each other's hearts for a moment, then H nuzzled into Bruce's neck 
and chuckled softly. 

"What?" 


"I think," he sighed, rubbing himself lazily into the mixture of sweat and semen that covered them both, "that 


we ought to keep this to ourselves. | don't think Harry would approve, somehow." 

Bruce stared, blinked; then rolled onto his back, hooting with laughter. 

"No shit?" 

"He'd probably say we weren't keeping our minds on the job, or something. Or wasting our energy.” 

Bruce roared, rolled H over and kissed him soundly. 

"And you? What do you say?" 

H snorted. "| say../say that your wish is my command." 

Bruce grinned. 

"Cool. So why don't we get a shower and then I'll show you another couple of things I've brought with me?" 


H laughed, and dragged Bruce with him off the bed toward the shower, anxious to find out what Bruce had in 


store for him next. 


Piece Of Mind? Abso-fucking-lutely. 


